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AUTO-BIOGRAPHY. 


TO THE TATLER,. 


Sir,—If auto-biography was undertaken with a view 
to the benefitting society by a candid self-dissection,— 
if the writer would play the part ofa liberaland enlightened 
demonstrator, exhibiting the moral phenomena of his 
character, for the aid of ethica! science, as physical ana- 
tomy is developed for the advancement of natural saiciicc, 
—autohiography would be the most valuable part of 
literature. But, as Cardinal de Retz has remarked, false 
modesty. and false-glory are the stumbling-blocks of those 
who write their own lives, people in general think too mueh 
or too little of themselves. In all that regards personal, 
mental; and political advantages, few perhaps make an 
under ¢stimate; but of their power of usefulness, by 
means of individual. exertion in behalf of humanity, 
still fewer think*enough. We are too apt to believe the 
world made for us, not that-we are made for the world. 
If theophilosophy of atome applies to anything, it is 
surely to moral srience. No particle in the social com- 
pound can be imconsequent or indifferent, to the moral 
analyzer; nor Can be, however humble in his vocation, 
be, without value, even though comparatively @s dust in 
thebalance, since that very dust may assist in swaying 
the beam of human happiness. — 

As moral engpiry is, of all other subjects of enquiry, 
least ‘advanced yotsmnogt tasantial, I wish that, with a view 
to it, auto-biography was cultivated, especially by tlic 
very yousg, a8 a private exercise. A review of the 
feelings, impressions, aud ciseumstances of childhood, 
No. 614, 
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“gener: rally passed over as frivolous, is really most inter 
It is» curious to perceive how 
eagerly humanity looks beyond, how little into itself. 
The economy of the bee, the construction of a bird’s 
nest, the wing of a blue-bottle, have been examined 
and watched with an unwearied attention to minutie that 
places the zoographer, as an enquirer, far above the me- 
taphysician; it is the reproach of the latter, that he is a 
theorist, dealing abundantly in abstract, but little in 
practical knowledge. ‘Till the discovery of the immortal 
Lancaster, it was the error of education, that boys were 
not taught by boys, but by men; and now, in examin- 
ing the first elements of humanity, the aid of the young 


esting and important. 


beings in whom they exist and are developing, is not 
made sufficiently available. In the few instances where 
retrospection takes place, it is usually at an advanced 
time of life, when the period of infancy has been thrown 
too far into shadow, and is intercepted by too many of 
the ever-shifting seenes of the subsequent acts of the 
drama. In reading Sir Walter Scott’s Life of Napoleon, 
nothing interested me so much as the brief mention made 
of the characteristic toy of that great tyrant’s infancy—a 
brass eannon. Did the bump of destructiveness, of which 
the phrendlogists talk, lead him to the choice of this 
plaything, or did the plaything augment and develope 
the bump? Shelley’s love of launching flotillas of paper 
boats—from what did it spring, to what did it tend? 
How interesting should we now find autograph journals 
of the boyhood of these extraordinary men, the anti- 


- thesis of each other. How many a germ of future fruit 


might doubtless be traced,—how much valuable material 
deduced for constructing the ‘machinery of future edu- 
cation ! 

I feel convinced that the shades of character commu- 
nicated to the child, like colours that are dyed in grain, 
live, mixed and modified perhaps, but essentially unal- 
tered, to the last shred of the fabric; while those com- 
municated in after life, like the colouring process to 
which we submit old garments, shows more on the sur- 
face, but is less inherent in the substance, and may not 
only be actually rabbed out, but is easily rbbed off. 

ML G, 
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TO THE TATLER. 

Sir,—The enclosed was intended as the opening of a 
poem I commenced some years ago, entitled, ‘ The 
Persian Slave.’ 

The present deplorably disencouraging state of litera- 
ture, together with certain doubts as to my capability in 
performing the task, have determined me to abandon it 
altogether. 


THE TATLER. 





I have a few more stanzas, which when completed shall | 
be sent, should you not consider the present contribution | 


unworthy of insertion in your journal. 
I am, Sir, 
Your very obedient servant, 


March 22, 1832. C. H. 


THE PERSIAN SLAVE, 


Hai, Iran! though impaired, yet still thy throne 
Is left ’mid ruined states, a radiant beam 

Of elder time, of power and greatness gone. 
Time levels all things, Rome is like a dream, 
Carthage and Babylon, a school boy’s theme : 

Thou stand’st, not proudly as in other days, 
Without thy palaces the foe,—the gleam 

Of treasonous knife within ; where’er we gaze, 

‘Destruction waits thee, wars, or civil discord’s blaze! 


In vain doth valour strive, the spear and bow 
But erring prove, when pitiless and strong 

The northern robber comes ; terrific foe! 
Still strengthening, like a deluge sweeps along. 
Alas! can neither chivalry, nor song," 

Nor deeds of old, nor years of glory bright 
Prevent thy downfall, nor avenge thy wrong ? 

Invoke thy Cyrusses, thy men of might, 

— Thy dread Cambyses’ armies matchless in the fight. 


Elam of holy writ! star of the earth, 
Fair Persia! beautifully blue thy sky, 
Grateful the flowers to which thy soil gives birth, 
And rich the gems that in its caverns lie ; 
Thy quarries marbles yield of every die, 
Adorning mosque, and tomb and temple grand ; 
Yet where the marble can with Fabriz vie ? 
Untoil’d for in the bowels of the land,— 
But struck from sleeping waters as by magic wand. 


Here cooling winds assauge the heat of day ; 

Here balmy balsams scatter fragrance round ; ! 
Here melody’s sweet soul-subduing sway, 

Charms the long summer noon with varied sound, 


| 





Height’ning e’en joy, and healing sorrow’s wound ; 
For music doth compose ; the bird in bower; 

The torrents as from rock to rock they bound; 
The moaning of the breeze ; have wond’rous power 
To soothe the bosom in its melancholy hour. 


Oft hill and fruitful valley intervene ; 

And rivulets with softest cadence run 
Through Schira’s fields of spice and evergreen ; 

Schira, the favoured daughter of thesun ! 

On whose clear aspect falls no shadow dun 
From forests dark, or precipices’ height ; 

The rude and terrible, her presence shun ; 
Through Farsistan pour beams of Eastern light, 
Effulgent as those charms that weary not the sight. 


Full rises over Schira’s walls the moon, 
Lighting the spot, where Haufez wise and brave, 
Revered by all his race,~reposes ; soon, 
Too soon he died, yon garden keeps his grave, 
Around which cypresses their branches wave. 
His soul, to poetry and freedom prone, 
Rather than live the monarch’s pampered slave, 
Than join the servile flatt’rers of his throne, 
A pastoral life preferred, in scenes obscure and lone. 


Such beings have existed, minds which chose 
In stubborn, self-formed quietude to dwell, 
Scorning the gift that fortune’s hand bestows, 
Who cared not what the world might deem or tell, 
Their own deep feelings made a heaven or he!l ; 
The outward ills of flesh but little pained, 
On them the war of passions harmless fell ; 
With zeal untiring, after truth they strained; 
Their guerdon, knowledge—inward satisfacuen gained. 


When wealth her coffers has expanded wide, 
Till pleasures cloy, and passion’s taste grows cold ; 
When slaughtered heaps have fed the . eonqueror’s 
pride, 
And fame has each adventurous feat enrolled, 
Perhaps, recording more than should be told ; 
What then remains for bloated tyranny ? 
Or what avail unhallowed joys, or gold? 
Can these in after time, lost years supply? 
Freshen the faded:form ? ‘like virtues glorify? 


Ah me, that ere beneath such sunny sky, 
In such a land, a land of paradise ! 
Beauty alone should be condemned to sigh, 
In thraldom held by fiends in human guise ; 
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Dissolving confidence and truth, the ties 

And hopes that should two hearts together move ; 
Most strange, despotic will can sacrifice 

All these: ’tis ignorant, how interwove, 

How near allied are Freedom, Happiness, and Love! 


Encicled by its kindred flowers, as droops 
Some blighted rose before the summer’s done ; 
So, feeble woman, oft to passion stoops ; 
So joys and promises in youth begun, 
Are wither’d ere they ripen in the sun. 
Behold the stream! it glideth from its source 
Till check’d, then, foaming on its waters run : 
So, too, the mind, when urged with headlong force 
*Gainst passion’s rock, pursues no more a tranquil 
course. 


Must woman minister to. man, infuse 
Sweets in the bitter cup of life, nor claiin 
Tlis love?—He mercilessly her misuse ?— 
The bird in cage or forest still is tame 
And gentle found, and is not she the same? 
Who gave him life, and from the wintry blast 
Shelter’d his tender perishable frame ? 
Who shares his grief? Oh, look upon the past ! 
Are seorn and slavery fit recompense at last ? 


* . * * * 


C. H. 








LADY M”’S PONY PHAETON. 
No. I. 


* To ride in the air, 
When the sun shines fair.’ 


* To catch the prospects living, as they rise.’ 


THE, BLACKSMITH’S SHOP. 


I strane not readily forget my good sister’s look of hope- 
less dismay, when she found that Mr M. and I were 
resolved on doffing our patrician trappings ; and had ac- 
tually ordered a neat unostentatious little phaeton, in 
which, as plain Mr and Mrs 'Phompson, we intended to 
run over some few hundred miles of our beloved west 
country, in all the luxury of independence. 

‘Is it then really true, Lady Julia,’ said this dear 
Lady Sara, my twin scion, with all the noble blood of 
the B.’s, mounting to her cheeks; ‘ can it be possible, 
that you and Mr M. think seriously of putting that 
wild scheme in practice, which you talked of last week ?’ 

‘ Very true, indeed, my dear sister, I assure you, 
thanks to my geod M, who kindly consents to gratify 
my whim: nay, never change color Sara; you really 
must rouge, to hide the plebeian propensity. ‘ Here’s a 
a pale cheek !* said I, playfully patting her face; ‘ and 
all because your twin sister would fain try how the 
beautiful world looks, as she sits behind a grey pony, 





instead of four bright bays; and whether Mrs Thomp- 
son will meet with as much respect as treads on the 
heels of Lady Julia M.!’ 

* But Julia, that horrid low lived chaise! if you must 
journey on four small wheels, why not take the park 
phaeton that stands idle in one of the coach houses? 
why not use the pair of Isabel ponies? why not let one 
of the men follow you?’ 

‘Oh thou indomitable creature! what spoil my pretty 
plan, by taking these blazing crests, imposing coronets, 
and valiant arms, to give the western world assurance of 
our rank! No, no, love; they may surely take their 
rest awhile, having dazzled the eyes of half Europe 
with their glitter: they have glanced in the clear sun- 
light, in conjunction with thy bright orbs, on the summit 
of the snowy Jura,—have gleamed among the vineyards 
of Milan—have graced the plains of Valladolid and 
Waterloo, in my uncle’s and brother’s military career (or 
rather, the career has graced them!) Those eternal 
footmen too, our very shadows, have they not followed 
us like familiar spirits, from the gates of the Louvre to 
the dome of St Peter’s! Oh, no Sara, like the man in 
the German tale; I’ll for a time become shadowless, and 
that too, without being beholden to the old gentleman 
for the boon! 

* At least, then, Julia, let Ellis or La Taille go with 
you.’ 

‘ Go with me!’ 

‘ Nay—hear me out ; I do not mean, of course, in that 
tiny chaise ; but, let one of them proceed in some coach 
every day, to the different inns at which you propose to 
sleep, that you may be properly assisted at your toilette.’ 

‘ All in vain, my dear Sara! Thanks to my two years’ 
happy seclusion with my aunt, in beautiful Wales, where 
all saw and loved me for myself alone, I can dress and 
undress myself :—so, not another word ; but kiss me like 
a good girl, and wish me a pleasant journey.’ 

Sara complied, but it was ‘in a sort ;’ and a low half 
audible mutter, ‘Ah, that unlucky marriage! it has con- 
firmed the bias she always had, to confound those grades 
of rank, which it ought to be the duty, pride, and plea- 
sure of true nobility to keep distinct,’ closed our conver- 
sation. She had often before hinted her suspicions that 
I must be a changeling; so little do I estimate the for- 
tuitous advantages to be derived from ancient honor,. 
remote nobility, and all the pom and circumstance of 
wealth and grandeur. Many a brisk colloquy have I 
maintained on the subject, and with the ore results,— 
the remaining proud of our glorious ancestors, who 
fought their way with William the Conqueror to our 
princely domains ; and J, humiliated at that very prowess, 
which proves those ‘glorious ancestors’ to have been 
little better than marauding banditti; and my lady self, 
raised by no exertion, or worthy act of my own, to my 
conspicuous elevation. 

Poor Sara, excepting her pride, is an admirable girl ; 
and the Marquess of L—, who doats on her, and admires 
her lofty bearing, will find her to be as excellent a wife, 
as she is a sister. 

I have, I am sure,.a spice of malice in my little com- 
position; for as I bade her farewell, after an early break- 
fast, before we started, I said to her :— 

‘Mrs. Thompson will not fail to write you an account 
of her excursion Sara; and, lest her invaluable remarxs on 
passing objects and beautiful scenery, should be ost to the 
world, she intends to send them to Mr. 8.; he will ap- 
preciate their value, and will immortalize the papers, the 
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writer, himself, and the Tatler, by inserting them in its 
amusing pages! So, when you mect Mr. and Mrs. 
Thompson, and their grey poney, in the next number, 
trotting along so cosily, take care that ro tell-tale blush 
betray your connexion with the piebeian “ set out.” 
Tiere! you see I have already learned one of Mrs. T.’s 
phrases. 

We soon bade adieu, as the novels say, to the proud 
halls of my ancestors; and as we drove down the long 
avenue, I looked back, waving my hand to the beautiful 
girl who now stood sole mistress of the ‘dreary pile,’ 
on the lofty flight of steps, to watch our departure; and 
as she returned our salutation, in the modern dress of a 
high-born beauty, my imagination was suddenly carried 
back to the time of Harry the Eighth, when our female 
progenitors had so stood, so dressed, on those very 
steps: the refinements of modern art—the Htalian pins, 
that have superseded those of vulgar brass, and more 
hideous wooden skewers ;—the cobweb silk stockings, 
that have displaced their clumsy worsted ancle bags ;— 
the light and tasteful arrangements of jewellery, instesd 
of those ponderous forms that ‘weighed upon the heart’ 
of beauty, long since passed away ;—the shapy and ma- 
gical corsette, which clasps the lovely figure of my sister, 
instead of that incompressible, yet compressing whale- 
bone mail, carving the human form into uncouth angles 
and disproportioned parts; all these refinements coud 
not be discerned,—distance softened and concealed al 
but the delicate outline of her beautiful taper waist, and 
the exuberant dimensions of her lower garments, making 
the likeness exact. 





(To be continued.]} 


MARGARET; OR, THE DAUGHTER’S TRIAL. 
LETTER 


[Concluded.]} 


> > 4 


London, —— Street, 
ANOTHER very numerous class, lately, Iam told, sprung 
up in England, are the imitators of these second-rate 
nobility, without their opulence or commercial resources, 
and may be termed genteels, or pretenders, It would be 
impossible to enumerate all the mean subterfuges, and 
shabby tricks these people practise to keep up a showy 
appearance and establishment, which of late years has 
been deemed essential in this luxurious country. These 
latter people are undoubtedly the most empty and con- 
temptible class in England; without any talent them- 
selves, they presume to criticise literature and art, by the 
means of reviews and catalogues,—affect raptures, poe- 
tical and musical, without an ear for a cadence in either ; 
subscribe to benevolent societies, whilst they grind down, 
for a few pounds, the tutor or governess of their un- 
manageable children; turn their sick servants into an 
hospital ; and fasten themselves upon any rich family, to 
save housekeeping in the summer. These same people, 
though affecting great horror and contempt for the 
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canaille, will, to suit any mean purpose they have in 


view, wheedle or cajole any poor professor, or fashionable 
tradesman ; the one for the use of his talents at a reduced 
price, or to gain patterns ovr little services from the 
latter, All this springs from the poor ambition of show- 
ing off, which of late years has so much increased in this 
country; to the utter anniliilation of real independence 
and comfort. A man formerly was contented to grow 
rich quietly, and entertain his friends unostentatiously, 
he now requires an equipage and a country-house before 
he can afford either; his children are brought up to 
despise him and his station, and his numerous acquaint- 





ance are invited two or three times in the season, toa 
rout, a dance, or a dinner party, where hired furniture 
and attendants, and shabby ostentatious entertainments, 
bespeak the little friendship that presides. This curse of 
gentility (of the second hand kind, T mean,—not that 
which springs from the benevolence of the heart, or the 
refinement of the intellect) makes the old ridiculous 
and the young awkward and affected; being all afraid to 
laugh, walk, or speak naturally, lest they should violate 
some new-fangled etiquette; and this mania. extends 
itself even among professors and literary people who 
ought to be superior to such folly, and are privileged by 
study to be exempt from outward show, and trifling 
observances in dress, &c. But no, in England, a doctor 
of laws, or physic, to possess ability, must ride in his 
carriage ; and an artist, or musician, lodge in a suite of 
apartments superior to the residence of a German prince, 
whilst a poet, or metaphysician, boasts more intimate ac- 
quaintance with Lords, than either ancient or modern 
Should Walter Campbell 


northern territory, and be a Highland chieftain, even 


authors. ever regain his 
though a poor one, that will be something; but should 
he,fail, then will we return to our humble home in Pro- 
vence, rather than eke out a scanty income by paltry 
meanesses, to maintain a ‘shabby genteel’ life in 
London. 

Adieu, my dear Emily. I have had only one, but 
tliat was a most kind letter, from Lady Susan. She 
makes very little mention of Sir William, except a long 
account of the judicious improvements he is making on 
his estate, and the increasing admiration he excites 
among all classes of his neighbours, to the removal of 
Heigho! 1 wish she had added a word or 
two upon more familiar subjects, such as how he looks; 
But you, 
my dear Emily, will never, I trust, forget to think of 
your affectionate 


prejudices. 


whether he inquires after my uncle, or so. 


MARGARET, 
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THEATRICALS. 

German Operas. 
On Wednesday last Der Freischiits was performed 
at the King’s theatre for the third time to an unusually 
full house and most attentive audience. The whole of 
tlie music was played—and well played. The principal 
charm in this new company, is, that all appear competent 
to the task they have undertaken. It is true, that, as 
yet, we have found no specimen of superlative genius, 


either vocal or dramatic, but then in no instance can we | 


point to direct inefficiency in any one department : we 
have no blazing gas-light in juxtaposition with a far- 


thing wick, but all are comparatively on a level, and all | 
seem zealous in giving full effect to the characters as well | 
as the music they have engaged to perform. Never | 


certainly have we heard theatrical choruses go as these 


do; the points are all taken up, and the pianos and | 


fortes are observed with the precision and unity of the 
most correct machinery :—these, in our estimation, are 
the triumph of the performance: the individuals too 
are so well practised in their parts that they betray no 
anxiety, as may be constantly observed in our own 
chorus singers; and in consequence they are enabled to 
act as well as sing. This was particularly noticeable in 


the first and second pieces, the ‘ Victoria!’ and ‘ Laugh- 


ing Chorus.’ 


The principal vocalists—Herr Haitzinger,” Pelle- — 


grini, Madame de Meric, and Mademoiselle Sclinei- 
der, are well matched, and perform their parts with 
gratifying assiduity and absence of all trick and affecta- 
tion. The first, who played the part of I/az, the lover, 
has a clear and good tenor, and acts with judgment and 
energy. Upon a few occasions he was under the neces- 
sity of transposing some of the passages in his solos from 
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Pellegrini, who played the part of Caspar, has a good 


bass, and is a clever actor. The quality of Mademoiselle 
Schneider’s voice is agreeable and flexible, with moderate 
power; she, however, is not certain in her intonation. 
Yet, with all these drawbacks, the whole performance 
went off in a manner that kept us upon the gui vive with 
delight, and we left the house under the conviction that 
the introducing of this class of music, performed too with 
such precision and spirit, will essentially serve the cause 
of sterling writing in this country. 


It was gratifying to notice the attention of so large an 


audience, even to the close of the opera; and during the 
| overture, (which was encored) the silence was pro- 
found. 


Our own Opera company would do well to follow the 


example of these Germans, and have their prompter in 
front of the stage, with the score before him, and a con- 
ductor placed conspicuously in the orchestra to keep the 
performers strictly to the time. Monsieur Chelard, the 
gentleman who presides here, is the composer of the 
opera of Macbeth, brought out some few years since in 


Germany. 


Beethoven’s Opera, Fidelio, was performed for the first 


time in England last night ; Mademoiselle Schroeder 
Devrient also made her debut in the part of Fidelio, the 
heroine. Neither time nor space will allow of a detailed 
| notice upon either the music or the performers, since 
columns of eulogy would scarcely do them justice. 
Suffice to say, that the former is of the loftiest class of 
composition ; that the latter is a very admirable singer, 
full of passion; and as an actress we have scarcely 
seen any one to surpass her, for complete and unre- 
served abandonment to the expression of her feelings. 


_ We shall not readily forget her look and wild action, when 


the compass of his voice not allowing his taking the | 
lower notes, whereby the symmetry of the melody was — 


deranged and injured. Madame de Meric also is not 
equal to the part of the heroine—she plays it very natu- 
turally as well as prettily, and we were amused in notic 


ing how completely she had got rid of the Italian and 
“assumed the German action. 


But the music seems 
somewhat to overmatch her, and this was principally 
remarkable in the celebrated scena by moonlight, while 
she is expecting her lover’s return. Her style wants 

' relief—the voice is too constantly upon the strain: her 
intonation too was at times defective: in the trio, how- 
ever, which immediately succeeds the above movement, 
and which was delightfully sung by herself, Mademoiselle 

Schneider, and Haitzinger, she made us amends. 





rescuing her husband from prison, who, in a burst of 


admiration, exclaims, ‘ What have you not done for me 
Leonora?’ she answers, ‘ Nothing—notlhing my Flores- 
tan!’—It was a lovely specimen of self-neglect and 
womanly devotion. The whole house applauded rap- 
turously ; and after the close of the finale, when she was 
called forward, the company mistook the applaus for an 
encore of the music, which they knew well enough to be 
a noble composition; and, like thorough Germans, they 
repeated it, although along and trying one. The chorus 
singing is absolute perfection. 


We have much pleasure in discussing questions relating 
to music with our correspondent W. C. X., because he 
possesses an investigating, unprejudiced, and evidently a 
tasteful mind. ‘The root of the matter’ is in him, and 
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(avt to gpeak profancly) he is ‘ not far from the king- 


dom of Heaven.’ We fully agree with him regarding 
the anomalous character of both the English and Ger- 
man opera, and feel that if solo and concerted music be 
introduced with the dialogue, the dialogue itself should 
also be musical—in other words, in reczitative. The in- 
tegrity of the character of the drama would then be 
preserved; for as he justly observes, this branch of vocal 
literature is ‘quite as effective in expressing passion 
and sentiment, in the hands of a great performer, as 
talking can be :’ indeed we cannot conceive of a fine 
speaker of recitative being otherwise an indifferent 
singer, seeing that the sole merit in it consists in 
the pure nature of expressing the sentiment. The 
perfection of recitative writing, is to be found in the 
works of Handel and Mozart—and what is not to be 
found in perfection in the latter writer? We have no 
means of ‘assigning a reason why the English opera 
is produced without recitative,’ unless it be that our 
countrymen only endure it in a foreign tongue—that they 
do not appreciate it for itself, is evident, from their uni- 
form indifference at the Italian opera during the speaking 
of the finest recitatives of Mozart. That wonderfully 
desciiptive scene by Donna Anna, after the murder of 
lier father, is never listened to as it ought to be, except 
by persons who have a glimpse of its merits, and have 
naturally a musical taste. We ere convinced that it 
demands no small degree of cultivation to enter fully 
into the merits of recitative singing, and this may be 
the principal reason why it has been discountenanced in 
the English opera, Yet the science of music has made 
such progress of late years, among us, that we are sure 
a genuine ‘English opera would now be relished by a 
large portion of the public; and if we were assured 
that Mr Arnold would second our endeavours, we have 
one in view that we would prepare for his company, 
which he could easily get up, and which, from the ex- 
quisite beauty. of the solos and concerted pieces, and 
popular character of the choruses, would, we think, 
remunerate him for his trouble. 

Let him raise his new theatre, and provide a good 
company, and we will give him the opportunity of mak- 
ing the experiment. 

Upon a future occasion we will offer W. C. X. our 
opinion upon that question in his letter, relating to the 
‘ instrumental compositions of Germany, and vocal ones 
of Italy.’ We take advantage of the present to refer to 
that part of our former reply to him, in which we alluded 
to ‘maudlin admirers’ of such men as Skakspeare, 
Milton, and Mozart: from the tone of his rejoinder we 








fear that he might surmise we were ‘ talking at’ him; 
—nothing was farther from our intention ; in proof of 
which we shall be happy to meet him in our columns 
whenever he feels inclined to canvass those toples in 
which we appear mutually to he so much interested. 


Decry Lane. 

Speed the Plough last night—a ticket night, or night 
intended to benefit a variety of persons connected with 
the establishment, whose pretensions are not of the kind 
which can secure public patronage by the announcement 
of their names. On these occasions the profit to each is 
often very trifling, owing to the parties being unable to 
afford the expense of first-rate actors. There was no de- 
ficiency of this sort in the present instance, and we were 
glad to see a good house, and to partake of the entes- 
tainment provided for it. We happened never to have 
seen the play before (and now we have seen but little 
more than one act of it) but certainly if the acting of 
Farren in Sir Abel Handy be not of the very first class 
of comic talent, then are mot Jaughter and holding of 


| sides among the legitimate effects of it, and its most ap- 


propriate and gratifying reward. Our readers will 


| recollect that Sir Abel Handy is married to a shrew. 


and that in the last act he is most agreeably sur 
prised by a visit from one Jerold, who turns out to be the 
first vis Be of the lady, but supposed by her to be dead. 


| When we want to wake up the laughing spirit within us, 
| we shall try and recall Farren’s surprise, his joy, his danc- 


ing about the stage, his running to kiss every body in 
the room—d/nt one, his instinctive shrink from that one, 
and his jumping up and twining himself round Jerold 
with all the buoyancy of a rampant school-boy. 


Covent GarpEN. 
The Stranger.— Young’s last appearanee—a good 
house, acting ditto of its kind—applauses vehement. 


THE WIDOW OF MR J. COOKE, TUF ACTOR. 

We noticed some time since, the death of Mr J. 
Cooke (uncle of Mrs Waylett) and many years at Drury 
lane theatre. We are glad to perceive that a benefit for 
the widow is announced for Tuesday next. Mr C. did 
not hold an elevated rank in the drama, but his relict is 
not the less an object of sympathy. Actors who play 
subordinate parts endure al! the drudgery, and know 
none of the delights of the profession. Walter Scott 
justly said, ‘ If we have a Hamlet we must also have a 
Rosencrantz ;’ and the latter passing his life im the ful- 
filment of useful though not agreeable duties, should at 
Jeast be cheered by the hope that if he be suddenly 
called from al] that is dear to him, the public will not 
withhold their support, because he in whose name it is 
solicited had not basked in the fil sunshine of their 
favor. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Various communications, among others Dandy of C— and Hler- 
mit of Park lane, are unavoidably delayed. Jn the last oum- 
ber the initials C. H. were, by mistake, put to an epitaph and 
a translation from Meiastasio. 

The enclosure from J. R. is left for him at the office. 

The means of correcting some errata have unfortunately been 
lost; there were some in the Jetters of am indefatizable cor- 
respondent, which we should have liked te have had corrected, 
Generally speaking, we are wi'ling to leave these matters un- 
touched. Periodicals are necessarily got up with haste, and 
readers will do well to suppose that the faulis they meet with 
arc not atisibutable to the writers. 
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Theatrical Register. 


Performances Commence —At the Italian Opera, on Saturday,at 4 past 
&: the doors are opened one hour before.—Drury Lawe—Covent 
4,arden—Ulympic—City—7.— Queen’s—Adelphi— New Strand—4 be- 
fore 7.—Surrey—Sadler’s Wells—4 past 6.—Coburg—3 past 6.—— Tie 
doors are opened half an hour bejore the time of commencing. 


Saturday, May 19. 


— 


ITALIAN OPERA. 


First Act of Pactn1’s Opera Seria, entitled 
GLI ARABI NELLE GALLIE. 
The principal Characters by Mile Grisi, Mme Mariani, 
Sig. Winter, and Sig, V. Galli. 


In the course of the Evening, will be introduced a Pas de Huit 
composed by Sig. Samenco, 


After which, One Act of Rossin1’s Opera Seria, 
LA DONNA DEL LAGO. 
In which Sig. Donzelli will appear. 
Ellena, Mme Cinti Damoreau. Malcolm, Mme Mariani. 


To conclude with 
A FAVORITE BALLET. 
Principal Dancers, Madame Brugnoli and Mile Heberle, 
Sig. Samengo and M. Albert. 











DRURY LANE. 


S. Knowzes's Tragedy of 
VIRGINIUS. 

Virginia, Miss Phillips. Servia, Mrs Faucit. 
Appius Claudius, Mr H, Wallack. Caius Ciaudius, Mr Brindal 
Virginius, Mr Macready. Siccius Dentatus, Mr Cooper. 
Icilius, Mr Wallack. Marcus, Mr Cooke, 
Numitorius, Mr Thompson. Lucius, Mr Younge. 
Publius, MrHonner. Titus, Mr Yarnold. 


After which, 
THE TYROLESE PEASANT. 
Blanche, Miss Pearson, Joanna, Mrs C. Jones, 
Katharine, Mrs Humby, 
First Villager, Mrs East, Second Villager, Miss Somerville: 
Colbert, Mr Seguin, 
Edgar, Mr Templeton, Peterkin, Mr J. Russell, 
Griffinbooff. Mr Harley, 

An interval of two years is supposed to elapse between the Acts. 


To conclude with Mr Bucxstonr’s Comic Piece, called 
POPPING THE QUESTION. 
Ellen Murray, Miss Gordoo. Miss Biffin, Mrs C. Jones. 
Miss Winterblossom, Mrs Broad. Bobbin, Mrs Orger. 
Mr Primrose, Mr W. Farren. Henry Thornton, Mr Brindal. 





COBURG, 


A Divertissement, entitled 
RUSTIC REVELS. 
After which, a Tragedy called 
THE WARDEN OF GALWAY. 
Fr To which will be added, 
YOUTH, LOVE, AND FOLLY. 


To conclude with 


ROBINSON CRUSOE. | 


| Chingve te-to, Mr Keeley. 








COVENT GARDEN. 
Mr Surripan Knowtrs’s Play of 
THE HUNCHBACK. 
Julia, Miss Fanny Kemble. Helen, Miss Taylor. 
Master Walter, Mr Sheridan Knowles, 
Sir Thomas Clifford, Mr C Keinble. 
Lord Tinsel, Mr Wrench, Master Wilford, Mr J. Mason. 
Modus, Mr Abbott. Master Heartwell, Mr Evans. 
Fathom, Mr Meadows. Thomas, Mr Barnes, 
Stephen, Mr Payne. | Gaylove, Mr Henry, 
After which, a New Grand Tale of Enchantment, called 





THE TARTAR WITCH AND THE PEDLAR 


BOY. 
Maga, Miss Taylor. Cepherenza, Miss Cawse, 
Ebra, Mrs Keeley. Kuna, Miss Harrington. 
Zamti, Miss Poole. Azim, Mrs Vining. 
Kien-Long. Mr Collett. 
Zimvente, Mr Irwin, 
Pop-kin, Mr Evans, 
Jarphis, Mr Henry. 


Urasming, Mr Brady, 
Dim-sing, Mr Turnonr. 


Benaska, Mr W.H. Payne, 


SURREY. 


A New Dramatic Romance, entitled 
THE DEATH-LIGHT! 
Lilian of the Valley. Mrs W. West. 

Salvador St Henri, Mr Balls. Herrick Wildwater, Mr Elton. 

Erasmus Kiddiwinkle, Mr J. Reeve. 
To which wil! be added, W. T. Woncrrerr’s Sketch, entitled 
REFORM TRIUMPHANT. 
Albina, Miss Vincent. Joho Bull, Esq. Mr Vale. 
To conclude with Moncnierr’s Comedy, entitled 
ROCHESTER. 
Sylvia, Miss Vincent. Countess of Lovelaugh, Mrs Wilkinson. 
Earl of Rochester, Mr Balls, Duke of Buckingham, Mr C. Hill. 
Muddle, Mr John Reeve. 


NEW STRAND THEATRE. 


The Musical Entertainment of 
BROTHER AND SISTER. 
Rosanthe, Miss Forde, Pacheco, Mr Forester, 
After which, the Farcetta of 

THE BEE-HIVE. 
Cicely, Miss Forde, Emily, Miss Somerville. 
To which will be added, a New Burletta, entitled 
THE HUMPBACK, 

Julia, Miss Forde. Ellen, Miss Somerville. 
Master Malter, Mr Mitchell. Thomas Cleftstick, Mr O. Smith, 
To conclude with MrW. L. Repg’s Musical Exravaganza, called 

THE JUDGMENT OF PARIS. 
Venus, Miss Somerville. Jupiter, Mr Gallot. 
Mercury, Nr W.L Rede. 
CEnone, MrsParker. Pari‘, MssForde. Peleus, Mr Hill. 


NEW CITY THEATRE. 


For the Benefit of Miss Clarke. 
A New Drama, entit!ed 
ISAURE., 
Tsaure, Miss Daly. Blanchet, Mr Webster. 
Mr Sharp will exhibit his powers on Ventriloquism. 
‘To which will be added, a Burletta, entitled 
THE HUNCHBACK. 
Susan, Mrs Webster. Wormwood, Mr Webster. 
In the course of the Evening, a Variety of other Entertainments. 
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THIS DAY, 
THE HALFPENNY MAGAZINE, 
No. III. 
Conducted by the Editor of ‘ The Tatler.’ 

Contents: A Political Advertiser (with a Cut); a Short Chat; A 
Coat from Flower Seads, by M.L.G.; Capital Health; Drinking 
(from Cotton); Lines to the Eyebright; England in 1598; Remi- 
niscences for the week; Anne Boleyn ; Boswell ; Columbus; Pope; 
Copernicus; Wharton: Paley, &c. &c. 

he following are the contents of = two preceding Nos. :— 
No. I. 

An original Prefatory Article, touching on the follies of 
estimating merit by size and price; the Posthumous Child, an 
original poem, by the author of ‘ Woman's Love ;’ Peculiarities 
of the Americans (from Pickering) ; singular effects of an Eclipse, 
abridged from Lander’s Travels ; Reminiscences for the week—Bona- 
= Socrates, Cumberland, Lavoisier, Schiller, Chatham; Irish 

jaivete (from Miss Edgeworth); Mistake in judging of Painters 
Poem on Spring, from Nash, &c. 
No. II. 

A look backward and a look forward; The Few and the 
Millions ; May (from Shakspeare) ; Springfield, from Vigne’s Travels ; 
Safe Seal; Fine Arts, Exeter Hall; Music; No More Tories! (a Cut; 
Reminiscences of the Week, Earl] of Strafford, Barneveldt, Thomas 
Simpson, Cardinal Alberoni, Sir William Petty, &c.; Stanzas on 
Revisiting the Scene of Childhood ; Bishop Burnet and the Pluralist ; 
Change of Shape; Payment for a Fright; Experience; A Test; The 
Boy and the Filberts; The Three Wishes; Hope; A Merciless 
Supplanter of Beauty; The Poor Man’s Right to Maintenance, &c. 

Also, this day, price Twopence, 


Two Letters on the Character of | 


the Duke of Wellington, and 
on Defence in the Street. 


Reprinted from Nos. 17 and 18 of ‘ The Tatler,’ with an Introduction. 
ublished at the TATLER OFFICE, and sold by all Booksellers 
and Newsmen. 





PURE PALE BRANDY, 

Twenty three > old, 72s. per dozen. in French bottles, or single 
bottles, 6s, each, bottie included, may be had at the Sample Room of the 
NEW GRAY’S [INN WINE and SPIRIT ESLABLISHMENT, 23 High 
Holborn, The connoisseur of brandies of the highest class, and those 

articularly who require pure brandy for medical purposes, are respectfully 
favited to make trial of this article, which (except it be in private stocks) 
may be pigeumee to be unrivalled in Londo», Forwarded to any pat of 
England on a remittance, the full amount of which, with every expence 
of carriage, &e., will be returned, should it not prove one of the finest 
articles ever produced in this country, 

G, HENEKEY, New Gray’s-Ina Establishment, 23 High Holborn, 
corner of Gray’s-inn-gate. 








CANAL BOAT TRAVELLING—STATE OF 
NEW YORK. 


(Cont'nued.]} 


We got to Rome in the dark, and I was fast asleep, so 
can’t tell you much about the matter; but it is like most 
of these villages, a large thriving bran-new town, through 
which the Mohawk dances; and I was sorry to quit the 
vicinity of this formidable and fertilising stream—as 
much for its romantic and terrible name, which threw a 
spell along the country it rolls through, as those scenes 
of tomohawking horror enacted near its waters, all the 
way down to the Hudson, so long ago. Why have the 
Americans discarded so many sweetly euphonius Indian 
names—the real classics of this country—to ridicule a 
Rome? Dear Cicero, wert thou but here, ‘I swear,’ 
you’d have to handle an axe or ‘ back out,’ and thy 
‘orations’ would be ‘whipt slick away’ by the great 
orators, attorneys, and store-keepers of these fresh- 
shingled Romes, Syracuses, and Palmyras! But I am 
fast asleep, and not supposed to laugh till after I am 
fairly awake. At Rome, we came in near the Oneida 
Lake, one of the small lakes that intersect this part of 
the state, on the margin of the great Ontario. The 
Oneida receives the waters of the Seneca, Cayuga, 
Orwasco, Skaneateles, and Canandaqua. Now, I say, Mr 
Housebuilder, lot measurer, and land-clearing repub- 
lican, here are beauteous names for ye! J was dreaming 
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of this, I think, when we got to another name, Canis- 
tota ; crossed a branch canal, and shortly after lodged 
under the thick-set bridges of the large, bustling, and 
most abused Syracuse. Had anybody asked me to catch 
them a tyrant, I should have instantly clapped my hand 
on ‘a mosquito! O small, fell, monstrous tyrants! I 
was peppered prettily ! and took two or three vile oaths 
in secret, if ever ] regained my own dear native land; to 
be quiet aud content, and bless God that I had no creek, 
saw-mill, or woods! ‘The houses at Syracuse rise to the 
skies; they stand too much detached, each isolated; as 
if, too, there were no concert in the dread emulation to 
put together monstrous tenements. Some were vast 
stores; some, vast taverns. On a pretty lake, bordered 
by gently rising hills close by, stands Selina, which has 
out-numbered and out-increased everything of the kind 
all about; its name springs from the salt qualities of the 
water, which has increased, indeed generated, its pros- 
perity in the manufacture of salt. ‘The furnaces for 
evaporating, drying sheds, and various buildings along 
the nearest end to Syracuse, give it a very gay wealthy 
appearance ; and as Salina town is not above a mile or 
two off, the rival towns and neighbours threaten to build 
away till they have no land or trees left between them. 
This consummation, so devoutly wished for, and struggled 
for in brick, mortar, slab, board, shingle, palavering, 
intriguing, and jockeying in the county court house, 
when brought to bear, must make their people supremely 
happy. It is another keen sense of happiness—this same 
building, improving, chopping, changing,—that really 
we old county, small park garden, snug people, 
have no idea of! But I hate envy—and. so, how- 
ever enviable, | will not envy any man, woman, or 
child, at the salt works of Syracuse and Salina, but cof- 
fine my skittish foolish ideas to the hills and woods; one 
great overgrown speculation of brick and mortar stood 
half finished, two miles or so outside the town, on the 
banks of the canal; and there was not a little chuckling 
at the failure (broke!) of so and so, who wanted to build 
a salt work that should bestride all his neighbours (them- 
selves considerably ambitious!) like a Brobdignag. But 
it isa pretty lake! and Salina sounds prettily. Hundreds 
of cords of pine firewood, and of all sorts, formed immense 
walls round the different furnaces that skirt both sides of 
the canal, the country still rising, to Nine-mile Creek. 
The view, looking back two or three miles out of the 
town, embracing the lake and Salina, with their gay 
spires and intermixture of smoke, green fields, numerous 
farms, woods, pastures, and these manufactures, was ex- 
tremely enlivening ; and I went down in the cabin, of 
deck, (where we generally remained a good deal) to take 
a hand at whist, only because it was getting cbill and 
dusk ; and, because there was no getting into conversa- 
tion with sundry pretty girls, who popped their heads up 
and down, leaning in silence about their fore-cabin door ; 
kept in awe by a sort of sage Urganda, I take it, who sat 
in green-silk-hooded majesty on a portmanteau, and 
looked all idle chattering, or rollings of eyes, to death! 
She held, too, in her hand, a “‘ éract,”” which frightened 
me effectually—into the ‘ abomination’ of cards !—Zero. 


(To be contiaued.} 





Tue Biuu.—The Whigs are again in office, and fee! 
secure of carrying the Bill. At least so they say, but do 
not make appear. Query,—A Peer ?—Printer’s Devil. 
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